













































INTRODUCTION 


















GALLEONS FOR 
PANAMA 


e Brethren of the Coast did not take kindly to a treaty 
peace between England and Spain, wherein English 


e called thirty-seven Buccaneer vessels 

"ing, at the risk of his life for a reason w 
must not be divulged. 


WHEN HIS NAME WAS CALLED, John Woodring left his 
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his dark eyes on Henry Morgan. "I have signed the articles," he said 



his balance and fell. 


The other captains in the room howled gleetully and formed a ring 
around Woodring and the fallen Frenchman. Two of them helped Og- 
eron to his feet. The Frenchman's face was purple with anger. He sprang 
again toward Woodring but Henry Morgan burst through the crowd 
and caught him by the shoulders, throwing him aside. 

"Save your fighting for the Spaniards," he roared. "Put up your 
blades." 







Galleons For Panama 9 

Spain, a state of war suddenly terminated a few months before by a 
treaty, recognizing England's colonies in the West Indies but forbidding 
English ships to trade in Spanish ports without a license, thus officially 
discrediting further expeditions against Spanish towns. A mandate to this 
effect, however, served only to arouse the Brethren of the Coast, and 


















fight the Spaniard, how he had joined with Henry Morgan, and how 
disgusted he had been at Morgan's ruthlessness in the sacking of Puerto 
del Principe and Porto Bello. After that latter fight he had broken with 
Morgan, declaring himself ft. no uncertain terms. It had been his thought 
to fight with Spanish men-of-war or to attack walled and defended Span¬ 
ish towns. England had then been at war with Spain, and Woodring, 


as an Englishman, was fighting for his country. 

He had discovered, however, that along the Spanish Main battle 





FOUR DAYS AFTER SAILING from Tiburon the buccaneers 
sighted the Spanish Isle of St. Catherine, protected by its nine forts, and 

tence, yielding the place to them. All forts excepting one were then de- 
troyed and all Spanish guns spiked. 


Captain Bromley, then, with five ships, was sent by Henry Morgan 
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with him here. On my own ship I have my own methods for making 
men talk." 


Woodring glanced at Ogeron. A light of triumph danced in Ogeron's 
eyes. Ogeron had guessed his secret, had guessed that it was the mem- 
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Forward. There were no supplies, however, to be 



















Morgan laughed. "But their men have no stomach for fighting. It 
will be child's play. Woodring, I want you at my side tomorrow." 


The next day he kept at Henry Morgan's side throughout the assault 
on the city. He watched the furious attack of four hundred mounted 

they rode forward, watdied the buccaneers pick them off, one by one. And 
then he witnessed the attempt of the Spanish to drive a herd of cattle at 
the buccaneers and saw that the catde, frightened by the fir¬ 
ing, sought only to escape and did the Spanish more harm 
than the buccaneers. One more charge the Spanish made after 
that, but it was half-hearted at best and was easily broken. 

Morgan's hearty laugh sounded out after that last charge. "That 
finishes Panama," he dedared. "The way is open,now. The dty is ours." 
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were deep shadows under her eyes. Her lips were without color. The 
strain of a great anxiety showed in the sag of her cheeks. 


"For two days, never stopping even at night," Woodring said 

"You came— because of that ? " 

"Only because of that." 


The poniard slipped out of the woman's hand, dropped to the floor. 
She turned back to the cot and then, for the first time. Woodring noticed 
the figure of a man lying there. He walked forward, saw that the man 
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became tired, or if anything happened to him, Stowe was ready to move 
forward. 


arm. They tell back and, taunting them. Woodring cried out, "Where is 



to flee. But just at that moment more men filled the doorway into the 

group of men, a heavy scowl twisting his thick lips, came the broad- 
shouldered figure of Henry Morgan. 

At sight of him and his men, the intruders drew back, lowering their 
arms. Their leader, still blinded, was weaving from side to side, calling 
hoarsely for help, but Morgan wasted hardly a glance at him. Walking 
forward, he stopped a tew paces from where John Woodring stood, and 

you for this ? " 

Woodring was breathing heavily; his mind was working fast. How 
had Henry Morgan happened to come here? What was he doing up so 

"Ask your explanation of those men who attacked us," he suggested. 
Morgan turned to lace Ogeron's men. "Speak up," he commanded. 
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standing near by. The pistol was pointed directly at Morgan's chest. 

For an instant there was complete silence there on the deck of the 
La Marquesa. Haifa hundred men might have shot the woman, wouldn't 
ordinarily have hesitated. But her pistol directly covered Henry Morgan, 



face but when he spoke the buccaneer's voice sounded only slightly 



















nized, then, as he saw the smile come to Morgan's lips, that Ogeron 
had attacked him in just this same kind of a smile on his lips. And 
Ogeron had died. 

For a while, or so it must have seemed to most of the men watching, 
they fought on even terms. But Woodring could feel a strength and 
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heard correctly. "Your —husband ? 
"Yes." 





PHANTOM PILOT 


by WILL M cMORROW 
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knuckled hand across the counter for his coffee cup, and grinned 
amiably at the mechanic beside him. 

"Just because the field gets some bum breaks don't mean there's 
anything soopernatural about it. A guy gets the jitters an' cracks 
up a crate, an’ right away everybody begins to see things. What 

























WORLD-WIDE ADVENTURE 


head. 



















familiarity. It was a biplane of war vintage; with a wide spread, it 

"Nothin' in the cockpit but an altimeter, an' oil gauge an' a 
trust in God. Them was the happy days-Hey ! You figure on ridin 

KILROE WITHDREW his head from the interior of the cockpit 
and climbed down again from the wing. Slowly, like a man with 
something on his mind. 


"Just lookin' her over," he explained. "Kind of ancient." 

"No ship ain't no older than the motor in it," Runty vouchsafed. 



Kilroe threw his weight on the blade and followed through, clear 
of the gleaming disc as the motor awoke roaringly. Runty taxied 
out into the sunlight and climbed down, cocking a professional ear 
to the idling motor. 

"Neat, hey? When it comes to gadgets, I guess little old 
Runty ..." 

The rumble of the motor suddenly swelled deafeningly, and the 
ship edged forward with gathering speed. Runty wheeled, open- 
mouthed. 

"What in blazes?" 

There was not time for discussion of why and wherefores. Kilroe 






















he slouched 
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tion technique. This fellow hadn't even been up in a ship yet, and 





HE FISHED out of his pocket a square of white air¬ 
plane linen, stiff with "dope" and not much larger than a dollar 
bill. On the edge were the grease-smudged marks of four fingers, 
blurred in oudine. 

"This is the hand. Maybe dead men don't tell tales, but they 
don't leave telltale finger marks behind them, either. I was lucky to 
find this before the crash." 

"Where did you ..." 

"In the cockpit of that Jenny we rolled out today. Somebody 
cut this chunk of linen out and patched the hole again, but they 
forgot this. An* it wasn't done by Runty, because I was hangin' 
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HALF AN HOUR later he pushed the papers aside and 
eaned back in his chair, one red-haired hand caressing his cartil- 
iginous nose. It was a gesture which the "business doctor" favored 
or inducing thought. 

"Simple as that," he grunted. "I wonder if it'll jell as easy?" 

He consulted an old-fashioned nickel-plated watch and dialed the 
desk phone intently. 

"Kilroe. Got my message?—Good. Dig up everything you can 
about Jessup. / for joker. Got it? . . . Kelly Field, 1918; later the 
410th Aero. Try the boys at the Ace Club on Fifty-Eighth Street. 
They’ll know. How he came to quit an' wherefore. I'll stand by for 
a call back. Then jump down here— an' make it snappy." 

It was getting toward dusk, though light enough on the field, 
when Kilroe stepped from the office. Like a man awaiting a train. 
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Happy Jack's wet hand closed tightly on Kilroe's wrist. "Bal¬ 
linger's right! I been noticin' a few things around here myself, 
because I got a business to protect, an' if a swine like that ..." 
He looked toward the hangar, his flabby face set in hard lines; 



much fight left in that individual. 













he tugged the gun free from his fluttering coat and emptied it at ran¬ 
dom toward the rubber-tired wheels of the bouncing landing gear. 
Three times his finger pressed the trigger, the explosions drowned 
in the roar of the motor. Then the wing dipped suddenly, in a shower 

ground, throwing Kilroe dear. 


He picked himself up and helped Ferguson lilt Shaw’s limp fig¬ 
ure from the cockpit. The concessionaire's forehead was cut, where 
it had collided violently with cowl. 
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a butterfly valve. It's all Chinese to me. But I knew there was some¬ 
thin', an' I suspected who was doin' it. Only I couldn't put my hands 
on anyone, burned ships bein’ like dead men about tellin' secrets. 
So I let Shaw think he could frame Jessup, as a last chance, an' 
Shaw up an' handed me one of his gadgets himself. I got wise 









THE NORTHER 
TELLS BLOOD 

by CLEE WOODS 

TIME: When the big cattle herds ran 
PLACE: Texas 


Billy Grayson could accept his brother's hatred; he would 
let Ed have the whole herd to take to Arizona, rather 


than shoot it out. But he would not accept Ed's blacken¬ 
ing the Grayson name in Texas by raiding other men's 
herds along the route. Then came the Norther . . . 


IT WAS A tense morning. The few remaining Cross Cirde 
hands knew that a showdown was coming. Huddled together out by 
the horse corral, they a waited the next move of the Grayson brothers. 

The home ranch had been sold to a farm syndicate. A herd 

crowded than that part of western Texas. Butto what country ? Billy 
Grayson said Wyoming, and wanted to wait for better grass and 
weather in the spring. Ed said to go now, the last of January, and 
to Arizona. There the matter stood, deadlocked. 

the respective state he favored. The twenty two-year-old Billy had 
been in Wyoming only two years. Ed, Billy's senior by fifteen years. 








"I'm bettin 1 on Billy," said old Peek Kincaid, who had known 
the younger brother from babyhood. 

"I don't know," somebody else replied. "That Ed sure does 















towards Billy 


turned around, planted his feet a little apart and 
clustering brother. 

ne," Ed said to him, with more of a challenge 
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"Where the hell ye think ye're goin' ?" he demanded in greeting. 

"I'm not goin', I've come," Billy answered. "Ed, I'm meanin' 
o cut this herd for Drag Diamond cattle and any others that don't 
>elong to yuh legal." 

"Is that so?" mocked Ed, his yellow teeth showing in a snarl. 

"Yeh, that's so. No brother of mine is goin' to turn public cow 
thief." 

"Well, brother, how're ye goin' to help yerself ?" 

"By powder smoke ef yuh make me. I put a accidental scar close 
to yore heart onetime, and now I'd just lots ruther drill yuh square 
through the heart, Ed, than to have my brother disgrace our ..." 

"No preachin’," Ed broke in. "You say ye’re takin' them cows 
by powdersmoke. I say, damn yer cowardly soul to hell, that I'm 
keepin' said cows by powdersmoke." 


With that scar across his face livid with rage and his fanglike 
teeth gleaming behind his black beard, Ed pushed his horse out a 
little in advance of his men. 

Once m 







on to Ed’s gun. Ed, just as quick witted, turned the gun loose, to 
throw Billy face-foremost to the ground. 

But Billy caught to the horse's mane and whipped up his right 
gun. To save himself from the shot, Ed turned loose his right hand 
gun as it came leaping from the holster and threw his hands high 
in the air, a fraction of a second ahead of Billy's trigger squeeze. 
At the same instant, Taylor and another man opened fire. Billy, 
quick as a flash, drilled a bullet up through the head of Ed’s horse. 
As the animal fell and Ed leaped away, hands still up, the batding 


Taylor sank down and clung weakly to the saddle horn. The next 
of the charging men whirled and retreated, with one bullet through 
his thigh and the furrow of a second across the cande of his saddle. 

All this had happened so swifdy that the three remaining men had 
hardly time to make up their minds that a real fight was on. Now 
they started pulling their horses backward from the lead-slinging 

"Stop and stretch 'em up!" Billy cried, leaping up, and an instant 
later adding his left gun to his right. 

Perhaps the sight of one badly wounded comrade just then thud¬ 
ding to the ground and another gripping at his broken thigh, was 








once more. Remember, though, yuh've got to live up to the name 
of that brand, or I'm cornin' to settle with yuh final." 

With that, he headed his catde back south. A quarter of a mile 
away, he left the six-guns in a pile, but brought the more danger¬ 
ous rifles on. The cattle were not hard to drive. In fact, so readily 
did they move along that Billy was puzzled to understand it. 

But not for long. Not when some of the herd paused to look 
back at the northern horizon, then broke into a run, only a moment 
later to stop and look back again. Billy, who had been too busy 
to pay attention to anything but the case in hand, quit driving and 
looked back himself. 


THE DULL GRAY was everywhere, except flying white 



















is stay with the cows," declared Billy. "Mebbe 
dugout I seen down by the telegraph line." 
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v brought Billy inside 
forty-five hole straight 








SPIDER GOLD 

by JAMES FRANCIS DWYER 


When the spiders walk, they lead to treasure-that was 
the native superstition. For where the spiders walked, 
the natives found gold and rubies and things like that. 



came the night of the arachnid migration, and . . 




JAN KROMHOUT, the big Singapore, a thousand miles away 
Dutch naturalist, crouched In the across the China Sea, could be 

galow. With his powerful, bald pain. 

head thrust forward, he watched Kromhout plucked a strand of 

a large blade spider that moved tough grass, made a noose in it 

in drdes on the deared space. and slipped the noose over the 

The tremendous silence of the head of the spider. He drew it 

jungle ate up the whimperings, tight around the thorax of the 

rustlings and patterings of small insect, then rose to his feet. The 

feet that came from the Dutch- spider, finding himself attacked, 

man's captives within the building. gathered his legs together and re- 

The silence protested against the mained motionless, 
plaints of the imprisoned ones. It The naturalist placed the insect 

was a frightening quiet. It welled on a rough pine table and deverly 

out from the jungle home of the unloosed the endrding blade of 

naturalist, and made one think grass. The spider did not move, 

that a word whispered softly at He was a round black ball on 

64 
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Oligocene Age. He has lived 


of stick and dirt glued to them 
so that a fool ily could not tell 
the difference between the lid and 

drop down for a little walk in 
the sunshine, and one of the 
Lycosidae would have his tfap- 













Spider Gold 


grubs. They are gourmands. 

JAN KROMHOUT PAUSED 
in the telling and looked at the 
dark ball made by the spider that 
he had captured. The silence dosed 
in as the Dutchman's heavy voice 
was momentarily hushed. The 
Lycosidae was aware of the still¬ 
ness. Tentatively he put out his 
legs with the intention of making 

coughed slightly and the insect 
was again a round ball of fear. 

"He does not like my voice," 
said the naturalist. "It buzzes 


That same night there was a 

black stretch of jungle and stared 
at that place as if it had never 
seen it before. And it brought a 
loneliness that made me long for 
Amsterdam. 

on the Hearing. I looked in 

I thought he was with that girl, 
and I was angry. I told myself 
that I had made a big mistake 
in picking that iellow. It is foolish 
to pick a man in the East who 
calls himself a Portuguese, but 
when I was starting up the Me¬ 



owed me. Quick!" 

I spoke fiercely to him. "If you I pulled on my dothes and 

run off with her I will break your hurried over to where five score 





















































UNEASY LIES 
THE HEAD 

by THEODORE ROSCOE 

TIME: Well . . . some time ago . . . 


Let’s see, now . . . there are motor cars in this story, 
so we know that it takes place no earlier than the turn 
of the century. The Kingdom of Svengary is an inde¬ 
pendent sovereign state in Europe, not very large, 
though, so we suspect that it takes place before the 

has sworn a mighty oath to dedicate his life in the service 
of the people through the Black Knights, who are permit¬ 
ting him to assassinate the king, so we suspect a suspense¬ 
ful cloak and dagger story. But is it all entirely serious? 

Well . . . you decide . . . 


THE KINGDOM of Sven¬ 
gary lay asleep. A pale moon 
coursed lopsided above silhouetted 
roofs, dragging a scud of greenish 
cloud that trailed like thin flowing 
hair. On Boulevard Wenzel Rup- 


precht the street lamps were frosty 
satellites suspended in black-green 
night, and the heels of the 
gendarme patrol echoed coldly 
















body, head, shoulders, two 
shadowy arms. The man's boots 
plunked to the pavement quietly. 


showed little of the room within, 
but what little it showed was too 
much. The walls and ceiling were 
lost in swoopy shadow, but the 
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the gendarmes caught that fiend ? A bong from the spire across far 





















them all to —to the cemetery—" tonight, volunteered to thi 
"Cemetery ? " The fierce eyes a bomb at the king ? " 
frowned, then twinkled. The reply "Yes," the boy whispered." 
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. We climb a balcony to his 








The Head 


87 


got. That is why I joined the Black 
Knights. I — I remember the king's 
rich uniform, his spiked black mu¬ 
stache, his glittering eyes that 

The Leader snarled. "You will 
know him, then. Only you will 
see some gray in the royal must- 

fancy it would turn snow white 
if it knew of tonight's enterprise." 


He had to keep up. Above all. 

He had not expected the night 
to be so quiet as this. He had 
not expected a lopsided yellow 
moon to be dragging a scud of 
doudy hair. He had not expected 
to walk boldy cross-town to the 

where The Leader had only to 
whistle out of shadow for the 




pected a sooty cupid with a broken 


pin's face. 

"Did I not tell you ? " heputted 
savagely as they crouched together 
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by HERB LEWIS 




















WORLD-WIDE ADVENTURE 


ished aside my protestations with a pudgy hand. 

"Six men's lives depend on your help," he said. 

"Why come to me ?" I asked. 

"Because, unfortunately, in all Manchuria right now you are the only 
eigner who knows the languages of Mongolia and the caravan route 






Tibetan Image 99 

"The Dalai Lama is a glutton for gold. The Grand Sea of Wisdom 
has all the silver his heart desires, but not much gold, and like all rulers, 
he wants what he hasn't got. So I figured if we could bring a hundred 
thousand dollars' worth of gold bars and gold pieces, rings and trinkets, 
into Urga —all gold, solid gold —we might be able to persuade the Mon¬ 
gols to trade us the silver fox furs by persuading them the Dalai Lama 
would rather have the gold. 

"The gold bars I got right in Shanghai, but it took three months of 
combing the Orient to get the right kind of trinkets. 

"We had to keep the expedition a secret. The gold would not be safe 
if anybody got wind of it. Olsen was for going by plane but I said no; 
that was too dangerous, and would be too conspicuous. Finally it was 














off their religion!" 

"One-eighth the gold is yours if we find it," Burroughs said. 

"No." 

"And if we get the furs, you and whoever else is left split even on one- 
half of what I sell them for," the man persisted. 

"Not interested." 

"I'll set you up for the rest of your life!" he shouted at me. 

"You're barking up the wrong tree," I told him. "There isn't the ghost 
of a chance I'll go. Forget it. Come on downstairs and have a drink of 
vodka and some tiffin." 

We left the next morning for Tsitsihar to find Burroughs' six friends 
and a gas tank full of gold at the edge of the Mongolian plains. 

Ill 

DID I GO? Only the gods atop 


WHY 


Mount Olympus 
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we slowly chugged our trucks across the frozen thickness of the Sungari 

Burroughs and I were in the first truck. He drove as I craned my 
neck to watch for ruts. Alvarez, driving behind made the mistake of 
touching the wheel with his bare hand and his forefinger almost froze 

In that frigid atmosphere the stars seemed to drop a canopy of menac¬ 
ing purple over our heads, while the rhombus moon cast an eerie light 







































































So we made for Urga. Through a vast stillness that seeped into the 
souls of all of us except Burroughs, who, 1 think, hadn't been provided 
with a soul by some divine mistake. The unsolvable mystery of the 
buried bones hung over our heads like the Sword of Damocles. At what 
moment would we be stricken, hypnotized away from the safety of our 

by some unknown force ? 

That thought sat on my shoulders like a ghost going for a free ride 
as our trucks rolled over the Ulugui Mountains through a tempest of 

Urga on a minimum of cylinders. 


V 

BURROUGHS CHUCKLED WITH SELF-SATISFIED DELIGHT 
at our feat of beating the bugaboo of Mongolia. One moment he laughed 
out loud at the startled Mongols who ran out of their shacks to gaze 

pirate as the incredulous natives almost ran under the wheels of our 
Defiant ? The man could have been pounding his fist on a table at 


Shanghai 


























in that frigid cellar stronghold, to g 
scraping, face-saving and bending ov 
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ninute they were thwarted. Finally a bla 
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FARNSWORTH 















Dead And Buried Six Months — 

And Now Returned to Life! 

What Was The Secret Of 

THE THREE FROM THE TOMB 
by Edmond Hamilton 

don't miss this strange novelet in the Spring 


STARTLING MYSTERY STORIES 
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MASTERPIECES OF MYSTERY 


Uncanny — Eerie -» Strange 



Don’t miss STARTLING MYSTERY^ STORIES. Get it at selected 


STARTLING MYSTERY STORIES, Dept. WWA-3 
119 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10003 
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Why has the real truth 
about been kept 

secret from you so long? 


















any 4 books for only 98' 












